CHAPTER FOURTEEN

THE BREAK WITH FRICK
IN  NOVEMBER,   1899,  ANDREW  CARNEGIE, IN MOST
affable mood, sat in upon a meeting of the Carnegie
Steel Company board of managers in Pittsburgh.
The Iron City, of which Herbert Spencer, Carnegie's
revered mentor, had remarked that a month there would
justify anyone in committing suicide, had seen little of
the Carnegie Company overlord for a year. He had
passed many pleasant months at his great new demesne,
Skibo Castle, on Dornoch Firth, Scotland.
The huge castle, seven hundred years old, stood upon
a high elevation, about half a mile from tidal water,
sheltered from the northern winds by the hills and
woods of Sutherlandshire, while from its windows a
majestic panorama of mountain and loch stretched
southward. The Skibo estate extended many miles in-
land from the firth and included thousands of acres of
brown heath and shaggy wood. Near by were Mac-
beth's castle and the hill of Dusinane. The country is
the most northern strip of Shakespeare's land to be
found in the British islands.
Carnegie had purchased a fine steam yacht, the Sea-
breeze, and was transforming Skibo into a lordly manor.
The hundreds of crofters, or tenant farmers, who raised
scanty harvests upon the unfruitful soil, tickled Andy
by pulling their forelocks and addressing him, in humble
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